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Paul Hanstadt 
Gardening 
She replaced the lid on the ceramic garbage can and leaned back against the 
counter. He watched as she put one arm across her stomach and took a bite of the 
cookie. He wondered if she noticed that he'd cleaned the counters. He'd spent 
the whole morning and most of last night getting the house ready. Even cancelled 
a date. 
"How are the fish?" she asked, chewing evenly. 
"They're fine," he said and looked towards the aquarium. He gave a small dry 
laugh and ran his fingers through his hair. He couldn't think of anything to say. 
He glanced at her again. She looked good; she'd done her hair, and it was nice 
the way it pulled back from her face. It made her eyes seem stronger than he 
remembered. 
"I - um - " He coughed and gave that same dry laugh. "I'm thinking about 
turning the vegetable garden over to flowers." 
"Oh yeah?" She raised her eyebrows and continued chewing. 
"Yeah." 
She turned and looked out the window over the sink. Around her the calming 
June sunlight flowed into the kitchen, softening the harsh lines of her body. "We 
always had too many damn tomatoes." 
He laughed and she turned and smiled at him, and suddenly he remembered 
what it was like on those warm August afternoons, the hoe rough against his hands 
and the smell of dry earth mingling with her humming as she weeded the beds. 
"Will you stay?" he asked finally. 
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